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Behold this Vanmeeka and cella dark And dumb and everything in an envelope Of a mere moment grounded in a stope Possessing an 'inward' as firm and stark < As His very footing boring its mark In a school'd sculpturesque fine feel of hop Planted on the full sole in a draped tope In proportion'd emphasis, in an arc Of understanding, vaulting over a vast, Set on a plane in disembodiment Yet as relief with secret inter-past--and-now in inaccessible vestment. Friend, crave for an inward kinship at last For articulate union with what's meant.
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Sweet Aaroor, loveliest, is red-mud-Hill'd
As baulk of moolasthaanaa covering in
A stir dynamical deep without din,
Yet as speaking peripetros' templum will'd
Where His Affirmation Negation Kill'd;
Symbol'd as Soma in pantheojYd run
With'perplex'd sympathy to duration;
Piety stirs and elongates oft enough;
Thronging servitors fill the implicit
Hole as slow-rhythm'd syntax and image
Like the rustle of a leaf, warm,ray~lit
With Sun's ascent on wheeling Car's rank ra<
Still rolling on a Solitude unlit
By the antics of murky scud's umbrage.o in liturgic lay.n its reaches, as founder-factsirmament of faith apart.er daringly coins words even like Keats or Shakespeare. .
